dealt with, and in the other the tastes. He then showed
me, on the right hand, one who went by the name of Tom
Tintoret, who (as he told me) was the greatest master in
his colouring of any vintner in London. To give me a
proof of his art, he took a glass of fair water, and by the
infusion of three drops out of one of his phials, converted
it into a most beautiful pale Burgundy. Two more of the
same kind heightened it into a perfect Languedoc : from
thence it passed into a florid Hermitage; and after having
gone through two or three other changes, by the addition
of a single drop, ended in a very deep Pontac. This
ingenious virtuoso, seeing me very much surprised at his
art,.told me, that he had not an opportunity of showing
it in perfection, having only made use of water for the
groundwork of his colouring ; but that if I were to see an
operation upon liquors of stronger bodies, the art would
appear to a much greater advantage. . . .
The artists on my other hand were ordered, in the
second place, to make some experiments of their skill
before me : upon which the famous Harry Sippet stepped
out, and asked me, what I would be pleased to drink ?
At the same time he filled out three or four white liquors
in a glass, and told me, that it should be what I pleased
to call for; adding very learnedly, that the liquor before
him was as the naked substance or first matter of his
compound, to which he and his friend, who stood over
against him, could give what accidents or form they
pleased. Finding him so great a philosopher, I desired
that he would convey into it the qualities and essence of
right Bordeaux. " Coming, coming, sir," said he, with
the air of a drawer; and after having cast his eye on the
several tastes and flavours that stood before him, he took
up a little cruet that was filled with a kind of inky juice,
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